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Giddenem soon returned, and presented a boy.
He was a poor child, at the same time thin and bloated ; his skin greyish, like the noisome rags that clung to his loins. He hung his head, and rubbed with the back of his hands his eyes, which were full of flies.
"How could anyone possibly mistake him for Hannibal! and time fails to choose another 1" Hamilcar looked at Giddenem with the desire to strangle him.
" Go i" cried he;  and the Master of Slaves fled.
The sorrow which the Suffete had for so long a time apprehended had come, and he sought with immeasurable efforts to discern if there was no manner, no way of averting it.
Abdalonim all at once spoke from the other side of the door : the servitors of Moloch were becoming impatient, and demanded the Suffete.
Hamilcar suppressed a cry ; he experienced a pang akin to the seething burn from a red-hot iron ; he began anew to pace the floor like a madman ; then he sank down near the balustrade, and with his elbows on his knees, pressed his temples between his clenched hands.
The porphyry basin in the centre yet contained a small quantity of clean water for Salammbo's ablutions. Despite his repugnance and all his pride, the Suffete plunged the child into the basin, and like a slave merchant washed and scrubbed the boy with strigils and red earth. Afterwards he took from the cases surrounding the walls two squares of purple; of these he put one on his breast, the other on his back, pinning them over the collar-bone with two diamond